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UNDER CONSTRUCTION - WORK NOT FINAL 
#1: kills 7th 
#2 : kills 6th 
#3 : kills Sth 
#4 : kills 4th 
#5 : kills 3rd 


#6 : killsTomorrow 


#1: kills 7th 


I will cic in seven days. 


Just now, I got a neatly sealed letter with certifi- 
cate of delivery. It’s like these postal work- 

ers are trying to commit suicide before the 
year’s over, satisfied to just drop off the letter 
like it’s routine shit and then not say a single 
word to me. I can't fucking stand that. When I 
see a rude civil servant, I just want to drive a 
home run through their brain. In the form of the 
great Mickey Mantle, the sensation of the core 
of my bat making perfect contact with their 
skull zings up my arm. The instant I kill them 
becomes an opportunity to fix those bad man- 


ners, a ‘critical’ hit, if you will. 


The postman was all flustered and barely even 
saw me coming, so I was able to go all out and 
land a direct hit right to his face. Knock it out of 
the fuckin park. The surprised look in his eyes 
almost appealed to my better nature, but 
whether he dies here or commits suicide, it’s not 
like it makes a difference. Just like a KO’d boxer, 
his body bent at a weird angle on the ground 
with a face like a fulcrum. Not the worst expres- 
sion to die with. Almost like he was trying to tell 


me something. For this guy, was there any proof 


he felt regret? Just the outcome of this encoun- 


ter. 


But he was weak, and the number of sand- 


bags in my collection has gone up by one. 


The texture of the envelope delivered by 

the postman is soft and smooth, like the touch 
of a fine woman from the good side of town. 
That kind of sealed letter has to mean good 
news. Could this be my big break? An invitation 
to join the major leagues? Or better yet, a love 
letter from the elegant woman I crossed paths 
with at that hotel. There's really nothing quite 


like a good, old-fashioned woman. 


Easy daydreams like that have a 100% chance 


of striking out. 


Once again, Lady Luck gives me the cold shoul- 
der. A meticulous workaholic has gone and writ- 
ten me a swan song. The bold, neat handwriting 
and the precise, neurotic contents of the letter 
are proof of a man with more than a few screws 
loose. Damn ::: guess I finally stepped on that 


landmine. 


There are three types of people you should try 


to avoid meeting in life. 


One: someone who won't carry a conversation. 
Two: someone who doesn’t wink. 


Three: someone who gives a meaningless smile. 


In other words, an addict. These three types 

of addict are possessed by Death and have dis- 
patched more than a few souls to hell. Or more 
like, they’re on good terms with Death itself? 
Not that it matters either way. The thing is, two 
of these addicts have now taken a shine to me. 
The signature reads ‘Curtis Blackburn’ --- bum- 


mer. 


~ It is a good season to die. 

In seven days, I shall deliver your death. 

Please be a gentleman and dress appropriately. 
Champagne would be an appropriate pairing. 
Parting is such sweet sorrow. In search of vin- 
tage. 


Curtis Blackburn ~ 


Here in Seattle, there’s no one in the busi- 

ness who hasn't heard of this big shot. There is 
a 100% chance I'll go down like a dog. I’m going 
to have to organize a closeout sale on my life in 


the next seven days. Gonna be busy. 


If you boil it down, it’s pretty simple. No matter 
where | am in seven days, that workaholic al- 
ways gets his man - the letter he sent is over- 
flowing with self-assuredness in his ability to 


ill. 


Reading between the lines is one of the things 
’m good at, though. Or in this case, considering 
my weaknesses. Any dumbass can chug some 


equila, spin the globe, and get a first-class 


icket with one checked bag to the first blank 
spot on the map. (Of course, you'd need to rob a 
schmancy mansion to afford the plane ride.) 
Somewhere during the three connecting flights, 
you get to know the flight attendant, and upon 
arriving at your unknown, foreign destination, 
finally hook up with the duty-free super- 

model of your dreams. The plan after that is to 
forget about the world and spend the next three 
months in bed, making sweet, sweet love with- 
out any sense of urgency. And twenty years 
later, in this fresh new life, having become the 
big shot of local business , the rest will be 


smooth sailing. 


Hold it! You can’t spell ‘life’ without an ‘if’. What 
‘if the blank spot you land on when you spin 
the globe ends up being a developed country in- 
stead of a secluded spot? Still no problem. 


When one door closes, another opens. Just flip 


your map over, and your ‘black hole’ becomes a 
‘wormhole’. If you go from an urban area to 
some random spot on the other side of the 
earth, it usually ends up being unexplored terri- 
tory. This planet's not as narrow as people 
think. Let’s go then, somewhere faraway like 


Greenland. 


Okay! Isn't that my best game plan? That mono- 
logue was so long, I’m ready to just jet right 
now. Never been more grateful to be that dum- 
bass. Thank you, Mom, for giving birth to such a 


dumb ass! 


Dan: That’s some prospect, isn’t it? 
Alright, I'll bite. 


So long as you don’t screw me over. 


My name is Shigeki Birkin. The seven-day dead- 
line somehow seemed like a bad dream. So then, 
of course, this guy comes into the picture. He’s 
100% bad news. My instinct tells me so. I've 
never seen such a terrifying face in my life. A 
huge revolver in a black suit. His glare pulses 
with murderous intent. This guy --: he’s grin- 


ning, but it sure as hell doesn’t feel like a smile. 


Dan: Sure, I'll take you to Greenland. 


To a paradise of fear. 


A gunshot rings out, and my world goes pitch 


black. 


July 1, 11:45 AM 


Shigeki Birkin’s Apartment 


Christopher Mills is running more than five 


hours behind schedule. 


When he shows up, he starts making excuses 
with an innocent smile on his face. Says he was 
tied up for five hours and couldn't get out. Ap- 
parently it’s going to be Seattle's most epic ac- 
tion story. When he talks, his words reek of lies 
and gunsmoke, his gestures get overblown, and 
‘fake’ magically becomes ‘fantasy’. Nobody 


rusts him , but nobody hates him either. 


He's a mysterious little punk . Just this late arri- 
val is enough to put him in my top 20 reasons 


o kill. That makes him a pretty high priority --- 


oo high. I'd be happy to do it at any time, but 
that time wasn’t here yet, and he still had his 
uses. Despite the brat being only twelve, there 
were a lot of channels open only to him, and if 
he were to disappear, it would disrupt all bal- 
ance in Seattle. That much of a keyman is irri- 
tating, but it would be better to just 


acknowledge it, in the long run. The image of 


him driving a Lincoln is just an angle, carefully 
strategized to increase his appraisal in the eyes 
of his peers, and he knows even that has its ad- 


vantages. 


What an incredible, awful little shit this kid is. 


Mills: Listen, and don't tell anyone, okay? 
I've stocked up on this valuable intel just for 
you. 
t's a ship from Antwerp. 

ext weekend. Its cargo is unregulated and un- 
ested synthetic drugs - we're talking the hard- 
core stuff. Nobody’s even tried it out yet. 
doubt anyone would notice if you happened to 
get your hands on some. 


How about it? 


Doesn't that pique your interest? 


Birkin: Don't get carried away, kid. 

My body’s still groaning at me over last month’s 
product. 

There’s no way I'm letting some nutjob Euro- 
pean scientist stick his whatever inside of me. 
If it’s for a job, at least give me an ingredients 


list so | can rustle up some more information. 


Mills: I guess you're right --- it’s kinda sketchy. 
I thought it was a good story. 


Still, | was just trying to look out for you. 


There’s no pharmacist as tough as you! That's 


really what I thought! 


I'll be 30 in October. Even though my body’s no- 
where near the point of falling apart, lately I've 
felt like there have been weird changes in my 
joints and nodes . I had a bad feeling it was a se- 
rious illness, but the back alley doctor assured 
me my bill of health was more than satisfactory. 
The next day it got so bad, I couldn’t stand the 
severe pain and went to the hospital, but the 
doctor there told me the exact same thing. 

I killed him on the spot. After getting more than 
20 injections in my face, I started foaming at 
the mouth and suffered more than | ever had in 
my life. All things considered, I kind of looked 


and felt like a crab out of water. 


No matter how you look at it, even if you're just 
another softheaded idiot trying to spin it from 
different angles, giving anyone that drug 
wouldn't be right. The result is severe pain, that 
could never be felt by an otherwise healthy per- 
son, spreading throughout the body. Like the 
unbearable agony of having your bodily flesh 


molded into something else entirely. 


He explained that it was a German drug, but 
warned me first that it was just an unstable 
product, developed by a research student at 


some university. But... I think the truth was that 


he had been dazzled by the unusually high find- 


er's fee. 


Birkin: The information. Hurry and cough it up. 


I don’t have much time. 


Mills: Birkin, what's wrong with you today? 
You're not fucking with me, are you? The way 


you're acting is suspicious, you know? 


Birkin: If you think I’m about to sell you out, 
you can drag me to the woods and drown me in 
the lake. Look, you've got all the time in the 


world to do that, don’t you? 


Mills: Okay, okay! If it’s like that, then it’s fine 


- get it, no harm intended. 


Birkin: If you get it, then give me information 
on this guy. 


Curtis Blackburn. 


Mills: Curtis, you say «-- what exactly do you 


want to know? 


Birkin: I've been targeted by him. 


He sent me the advance notice letter. 


Mills: --- the death sentence. 
Trouble follows you everywhere, huh. 
Even someone as skilled as you. That's really 


too bad about Curtis. 


Birkin: Yeah, cry me a fucking river, but that’s 
why I'm asking you for information! Anything's 
fine. Just keep track of his movements a week 


from now! 


Mills: --- I get it. 
You're actually not a bad guy. 
T'll find out as much as I can. I'll do my best. No 


matter what. 


Birkin: I’m counting on you. 


I'd really rather not have to cle. 


Mills: Curtis is a buddy of mine. 


Don't worry. You'll survive. 


He jumped back into his Lincoln in a rush, 
ready to get out of there. Couldn't wipe the 
smile off his face. That brat has a talent for 
sniffing out the smell of death. Otherwise, in 
this world, he’d have been dead a long time ago. 
No matter how hard you can hit, or how fast 
you can draw, a guy who can’t smell Death will 
be drawn into her sweet bosom and succumb to 
her deadly kiss. A topless woman and the grim 
reaper - in my opinion, theyre the same person, 


100%. 


Mills: By the way, you --- 


Have you killed anyone today? 


Birkin: Yeah, killed two already. Does that set 


your mind at ease? 


Mills: It does. 
It makes me happy to know you're still in good 
graces. 


With the devil --- 


Birkin: What’s that supposed to mean? 


Mills: Yeah --- I really don’t want to be involved 
with that one. 


Sorry, but I'll contact you again. 


He reversed the Lincoln, then shifted into drive 
and sped out of control, leaving tire marks like 
he was trying to pour chocolate sauce on the 
ground. It was about time he replaced his tires. I 
should introduce him to a repair shop buddy of 
mine, and make sure the little shit gets ripped 


off while I’m at it. 


Wrong «*: Something was wrong. A chill ran up 
my spine. A chill that made my blood freeze and 
my heart stop. The feeling of being targeted, not 
by a man, but by a beast. I've never once been 
attacked by a beast, but I’m sure my gut isn't 
wrong. I'm scared to turn around. It was the 
same terror that overtook me just a few hours 


ago - 


The sound of shoes approaching. Shit shit shit 
shit shit my body won't move. Did my whole 
body freeze up? This is bad. This is dangerous. 
At this rate, I’m gonna piss my pants. The foot- 
steps stopped right behind me. The pressure 
lifted for a moment and I was able to hold it in 


right in the nick of time. 


For a 30-year-old man to have barely avoided 
wetting himself --- I should have thanked him 


just for that. 


But, well, this wasn't the time. 


Dan: We meet again, Birkin. 

I'll introduce myself properly. 

I'm Dan Smith. 

The only man who can kil! Curtis. 

That smile of your is ugly as sin. 

It’s like a face that’s been through hell. 

I'll be the one to send you to Paradise, before 


you're killed by Curtis. 


At this point, I’m starting to wonder if maybe 


I'm somehow already dead. 


#2 : kills 6th 


I will cic in six days. 


The name's Shigeki Birkin. There's a saying 
where I’m from that's reserved for use only on 
lost causes «: The saying goes, "Quit Birkin 


around.” 


Despite all that, in the underworld, I’ve gained a 
reputation as a hitting machine, a one-hit won- 


der known as ‘the Batman’. 


Don't get it twisted, I'm not the dark hero 
Manbat Guy or whatever, from some kids’ TV 
show. It’s literally because I use a bat for my 


work. I take care to practice my hitting every 


day, to make sure I never lose my professional 


slugger’s edge. As a batter, my opponent was al- 


ways the other team’s ace pitcher. But now, my 
opponents are just second-rate piles of crap. 
Back in the day, I could hit one out of the park 
with ease, like it was nothing more than a ping- 
pong ball, but this feels more like I’m smashing 


a pomegranate into little bits. 


Last night's pomegranate was a bit unsettling, 


though. I've got no desire to revisit that sight. 


The worst man to have run into on the worst 


night to have run into him. 


July 2, 11:00AM 
Shigeki Birkin’s Apartment 


Samayoru: Please take aim carefully. 


Otherwise, there'd be no point in me asking you, 


the Batman. 


I found him at the construction site. He was a 
small man, sitting in a folding chair, wearing a 
ghastly expression on his frail, narrow face. He 
informed me his name was ‘Samayoru,’ but 


nothing else. 


Samayoru: Please bash my face in, so they can’t 
even identify the remains. Give me your best 


shot, please. 


Corpses littered the ground around him. All of 
them smiling, all of them dead. I can’t be sure, 
but they looked vaguely Asian. That kind 

of corpse. In a kind of way, the strange pile of 
bodies made up a mountain of authority, a tes- 


tament to this guy’s gunslinging. There’s a sense 


of perfection to it. A shootout isn’t just about 
putting someone’s life in danger. It’s carefully 


burdening someone else with the weight of the 


heavy lead bullet, deeply and powerfully driven. 


A dangerous piece of lead that sometimes takes 
a very long time to bury itself into someone’s 
heart, slowly eating away at their soul and kill- 


ing them. 


I should run. 


But I can't, for some reason. 


Birkin: You're telling me it’s fine to just bash 


your head in, here and now? 


Samayoru: Yes, that’s right. 


Birkin: In that case, this should be easy. Close 


your eyes. 


Samayoru: I understand. Please just get rid 


of them. 


Birkin: Them? You mean these guys around 


you? 


Samayoru: Yes. 


Birkin: I’m not following your meaning. That's 
not what I’m being paid for . I'm here to get rid 


of you, first. 


Samayoru: | mean, if you're willing to cook the 
books a little, Paradise (Greenland) could be just 
within reach. But only if you want it badly 


enough. 


At that realization, I took them all out without a 


moment's hesitation. 


The corpses, which had to have numbered in 
the hundreds, brought back the memory of my 
first strength training camp. Unconsciously, my 
heart started beating faster and my body felt 
like it was burning up. It’s rare for me to come 
across such a fresh, heart-racing sensation. 
Fighting and loving share a lot of the same 
symptoms. No, I’m serious. It’s a world of red, 
and blood, like a wild dance or a bad trip where 
there's no sense of age or of time because it’s al- 
ready disappeared. Maybe it’s because the body 
and senses are so directly connected that the 
only color I could see was red, covering my 
whole vision. It's a similar feeling to when get- 
ting poked in the eye or scratching your retina. 
Don't you think color blindness has a certain 
honesty and fairness to it? For instance, if eve- 
ryone is just ‘red’ in color, the differences be- 
tween people would become indistinguishable, 
and any reason for them to be in conflict would 
disappear. Isn't that a good idea? Let’s make the 


world red, then. In a world coloured in blood (or 


love), people can freely understand one another. 
If everyone does it, participation becomes 
power, and the movement will eventually be- 


come a revolution. 


Break down the boundaries and shine the light 
on a world of red! Let’s all just kill each other, 


with no regard for ‘color’! 


My catchphrase decided, I was able to find my 
groove and started swinging in furious tempo. 
When I came back to sanity, the knockout job 


was done. 


Samayoru: Superbly done. 


Birkin: It was a good match, wasn't it? 


Samayoru: And I was even able to watch from a 


special VIP seat in the front row. 


Birkin: Back to the original job, then? 


Samayoru: Yes, and please try to remember the 
good job you did just now - hit me with your 


best shot, right out of the park. 


Birkin: Let me ask one thing. 


Samayoru: That’s a breach of contract. 


Birkin: I don’t care. 


Samayoru: Fine, then. 


Birkin: What's with all the stiffs? 


Samayoru: That's a question for which the an- 


swer is not yet known. 


Birkin: Then let me change my question. Beat- 
ing on a corpse makes it hard to ID the body. So 


what's the danger in these being recognized? 


Samayoru: What do you think? Do you think 


there’s an answer? 


Birkin: That's why I'm asking you. Don’t turn 


this around and start asking me shit. 


Samayoru: You know the answer, don’t you? 


Birkin: I told you, don’t ask me! 


Samayoru: What, don’t you have any self-confi- 


dence? 


Birkin: I'm telling you to quit it with all the 


questions! 


Samyoru: Why, are you getting scared at all of 


this? 


Badman: Shut up. 


Samayoru: Fine, I'll tell you. 


Birkin: Go on, then. 


Samayoru: Your response was incorrect. 


Birkin: Stop that. 


Samayoru: Too bad then. I won't tell you the an- 


swer. 


Birkin: Who the fuck are you? 


Samayoru: I’m Samayoru. 


Birkin: Which means what, exactly? 


Samayoru: No, this time it’s my turn to ask the 


questions. 


Birkin: Answer me! Who the fuck are you? 


Samayoru: Why did you want to become Bat- 


man? 


Birkin: Huh? 


Samayoru: Please explain to me why you don’t 


use a gun. 


Birkin:A bat is easier to use. 


Samayoru: But you could do your job more eas- 


ily with a gun. 


Birkin: To each their own. 


Samayoru: No ... There’s a reason you became 


‘Batman’. 


Birkin: That's because a bat works for me. 
You've always admired Batman. Really, you've 
wished you could become a hero too. But you 
understood the essence of who you really were. 
A know-it-all who who precociously surveys the 
world around him. You could only do that by 


becoming a new kind of ‘Batman’. 


Birkin: Who the fuck do you think you are? 


Samayoru: A kindred spirit. 


Birkin: Are you making fun of me? 


Samayoru: Please hurry up and take your shot. 


Birkin: Alright, then. 


Samayoru: I'll be waiting for you in Paradise 


(Greenland). 


It was a beautiful home run. 


July 2, 2:30AM 


Construction site of Horizon Tower. 


I can't go to Greenland just yet. 


That's the divine punishment I get for contract- 
ing with Dan Smith. No matter how you spin it, 
that sneer of his, full of confidence that he 

can kill Curtis, is a dangerous thing. I know he’s 
no Boy Wonder to my Batman, but a part of me 
still kind of wishes that’s how we'd made our 
name. The power of that demon is enough to 
bring a man to his knees and start praying. That 
being said, even though my own ceath would be 
pretty much guaranteed, to be able to land a 
good swing on this guy! That would be the least 
of my pride. I’m amazed I even have any pride 


left. 


In seven days, Dan will kill Curtis. And I will sell 
my soul to the Devil. After all, there's no point 
in being attached to your life or soul when 


you're only fated to be killed. 


Dan howled with laughter at that. 


Dan: Get a damn grip, Birkin. Killing is graded 
on different levels of competence. Just aimlessly 
spinning your bat is for amateurs. We're aiming 
for the big leagues, here. Gain the competence 


to knock out even the screwballs [Samayoru]. 


That was the start of last night’s nightmare. 


Dan had been pushing to get started with prep- 
arations for the knockout operation. I'm still not 
exactly sure what that means, but there's can’t 


be just one right meaning. Dan be damned. 


Still, ] picked up on some new techniques. What 


matters most is the position of your wrist at mo- 
ment of impact. Even if you get contact with the 
bat right, it’s not just about hitting the pome- 
granate. If you adjust the wrist even a little bit, 


you can control its path. Hit it to center field - 


death. Hit it into opposite field - death. Hit it 
right along a foul line - death. It’s possible with 


the right skills. 


I've been reborn as the major league hitting ma- 
chine, Batman. It’s a total changeup, an infield 


shift. When you lowball it, you get a safe hit. 


Perfect timing, so that's my job from now on. 
Nothing like a change of scenery every now and 


then. 


July 2, 11:30 AM 
Shigeki Birkin’s Apartment 


So I got a small-timer job from ’Rare’ Ray 


Zack. 


When you just need some chump change, Mills 
just won't cut it. On principle, that guy doesn’t 
lift a finger unless he gets a lucrative cut. He 
wouldn't care about anything this small anyway. 
He's been cautious ever since he thought he 
might die during a job on the south side. With 
such high risk and high reward, he’s also the 
type to check and double-check everyone in- 


volved. It’s not a bad way of running things. 


By comparison, Rare is the exact opposite type. 
His principles are not to have any. When he 
smells something good, he'll run right up that 
hill. Don’t worry about risk or reward. A pig bas- 
tard who's satisfied just to be in on the action. 
Or more like, if he doesn’t have a finger in all of 
the pies, he can’t help getting anxious, and turns 
into an unsuitable junkie who drugs up on huge 
hits of off-label supplements. He wants to be 
like some big-shot elite producer, who lives only 
by being trusted and admired. He makes the ar- 
rangements in any case, and then basks in eve- 
ryone’s approval, bragging his ass off to all the 
ladies a the bar and being a general menace 
about it. Just making eye contact with this guy 
makes me want to throw up. At some point, I'm 
planning to take my bat to his skull. Cannot 


fucking wait. 


Rare: Since I've made the necessary arrange- 
ments. this one’s on me. Always in your best in- 


terest to do business directly, huh, Mr. Birkin? 


Birkin: Can it, loser. Give me the lowdown al- 


ready. 


Rare: It's been a while since I've had the honor 
of working with the notorious Batman. You've 
been on my mind, you know? Wasted talent is 


the worst crime! Even worse than killing. 


This guy’s speeches are both longwinded and 
worthless. I endured the drivel until he was sat- 


isfied, then headed out to the scene. 


It was an easy enough job. Just kil! one man at 
the new construction site. Places with a lot of 
blind spots and dead spaces are the best setups 
in this business. Also great for a scandalous ren- 
dezvous. The mark sits on a chair in a partially 
completed living room with no ceiling. What a 


well-behaved target. 


Samayoru: Welcome to Paradise (Greenland). 


Yesterday's home run from behind must have 


been a no-contest, then. 


#3 : kills 5th 


I will cic in five days. 


There’s been no sign of Curtis Blackburn. 
Maybe, just maybe, Dan already got rid of him. 
If that’s it, he should have been in contact --- 
Now I have to just stay calm and wait. Nice and 
quiet. Holding my breath, I'll brace myself for 
the worst, until I can feel Curtis Blackburn's in- 
tent to kill through my entire body. I don’t need 
any damned pride. In the world of killing, the 
ability to not get killed is the bare minimum. 
There’s also something to be said for calling 
your losses. That's right - I can’t kill Curtis 
Blackburn. I have no choice but to own up to 


the reality that’s in front of me. 


Besides, it’s as if I've already been killed by that 
devil. The moment I saw him standing at the 
door of my room, I lost bladder control for the 
first time in my life. The home-run machine 
known as the Batman, reduced to a bastard 
pissing in his pants. What an all-time low. I 
could really just die --- Might as well just hand 
myself over to Curtis Blackburn right now. Bet- 
ter to go see him now, without telling him I 


have five days left. Although, knowing him, 


surely he won't hesitate to kill me, right? Not a 
bad idea, if I say so myself. I'll prepare myself, 
and then go see him. I'll be dressing for my 
own fineral - maybe my good suit, or a tuxedo, 


would be good to wear? 


Mills: If you're planning to die, I think your 
work clothes would be best. Wouldn't it befit 


a killer to die while on the job? 


Birkin: No thanks! I've got my heart set on go- 


ing out all dressed to the nines. 


Mills: Well then --- you'd better hurry up and 


change your clothes. 


Birkin: Huh? What do you mean by that? 


Mills: Don’t worry about it. A smart man would 
listen to my advice. Best to get out of here al- 
ready. You might get put down, even before 


you're killed by Curtis! 


Birkin: The hell’s that supposed to mean? 
You're not making any sense. An information 
broker who can’t communicate is as good 


as dead. 


Mills: That's my genuine advice. I'm asking you 
to listen to it, because it’s real bad news. Curtis 


isn't the only one targeting you. 


Birkin: So I'm a popular guy, huh. 


Mils: Yeah. The guys from Antwerp got here on 


a boat yesterday. 


Birkin: What happened to ‘next weekend’? 


Mills: That's what I'm telling you - it’s that dan- 


gerous. 


Birkin: So what's their play? 


Mills: The sample I mentioned before. They're 
disposing of the bodies used for testing it on. 
The only one left is you. Even here, it’s only a 


matter of time. 


Birkin: Get on with it, then, idiot! 


Mills: So that’s why I came to give you some ad- 


vice. 


Birkin: --- Mills, what kind of car do you drive? 


Mills: A Lincoln. I’d think that was obvious. 


Birkin: So then, the black one that stopped just 
now. The truth is, it’s here to kill you? That omi- 


nous, harsh-looking car? 


Mills: Bingo, maybe? 


The gunshot had excellent timing. 


July 3, 7:05 PM 


Shigeki Birkin’s Apartment 


At the discretion of Christopher Mills, I was 


guided to a luxury hotel. 


He dropped me off in the hotel roundabout and 
got out of there real quick. Not even a goodbye. 
‘ve heard that normally, guys who survive the 
bloodshed we have together end up with even 
stronger bonds of camaraderie, but in this area, 


Mills lacks the basic requirements of a human 


being. There’s no cure for a bad upbringing. 
Straight out of the orphanage, full of tenacity 
and blind ambition, he wears excessive overcon- 
fidence like a badge of honor, and is unyield- 
ingly selfish. There is always some doubt hiding 
in the depths of his eyes. Everyone with deeply- 
rooted fear has those eyes. Yeah, that’s it. Just 
like that guy. The postal worker had the same 
eyes. And from that nightmare, Samayoru. 
There's something in common with all of these 
guys. I understand it subconsciously, but I don’t 
know what the ‘something’ is. What is ‘it’? Being 
caught up in those eyes --- I know it’s meaning- 


less, but it worries me. 


Frontman: Mr. Birkin, correct? We've been ex- 


pecting you. 


Birkin: Sharp one, aren’t you? 


Frontman: Of course. You're an important client 


of Mr. Blackburn. 


Birkin: --- Who did you say arranged this? 


Frontman: Curtis Blackburn is waiting for you 


on the top floor. 


Birkin: Was it Mills? Damn, he set me up. 


Frontman: Please, let me escort you. 


Birkin: Sorry, but, I've got an emergency °*: 


Frontman: Mr. Blackburn is a very impatient 


man. Please proceed. 


I felt the prickling sensation of bloodlust on 
every inch of my skin. I've been honing this 
sense. Curtis Blackburn is definitely here. But 
here, I was in enemy territory. This hotel is un- 
der his management. That's not quite it --- it’s 
his possession, simply put. It’s the perfect away 
game. The Hotel Man (a good-looking guy) is 
facing me with a smile, but it’s clearly not 
meant for me. ** It’s the smile of someone who's 


been constantly looked down on. Someday, I'll 


give this guy a nice, angelic grin on his way to 


the Good Place - a real Heaven Smile. 


After spitballing wasted ideas for a bit, I came to 
the decision just to accept my fate. It'd be a 
breeze to kill the good-looking Hotel Man here 
in the elevator, but, well, that’s a dead-end. I can 
already tell, without meeting Curtis Blackburn, 
the whole plan falls to pieces. It’s wouldn't be a 
bad plan, but the phrase ‘a broken spirit’ comes 
nicely to mind. See, the enormity of Curtis and 
his murderous intent has completely deprived 
me of energy. It’s the birth of a new, lethargic 
human being! That’s where I’m at right now. I 
had no choice but play the goddamn idiot, the 


badman - it’s just easier. 


Thinking about the ‘heroic story’ Mills men- 
tioned earlier, I'd thought it was just a bit of 
camphor, but it’s not at all suited for doping. Be- 
tween dealing with Rare yesterday and fending 
off the guys from Antwerp just now, the perfor- 


mance was spectacular - anyone could see that. 


I arrive on the top floor. 


Frontman: Mr. Blackburn awaits you inside. 


Birkin: That's a nice smile. 


Frontman: | try to make it a habit. 


Birkin: Stellar. (What a load of bull.) 


Frontman: Mr. Blackburn, it is my pleasure to 


introduce to you Mr. Birkin. 


The room was cleared out. Any sign of Curtis 
disappeared immediately. There's no one in this 
room. I sensed this meant a new type of trouble 


was brewing. 


Frontman: If you'll excuse me. 


Birkin: Hold on, what the hell is this? 


The good-looking hotelman leaves the room 
without a word. Good guy, my ass. Next time, I'll 


definitely kil! you. Definitely --- Definitely --- 


Huh? Oh shit, literal shit. The breakfast cereal 
had gone bad. Definitely risky to let the expira- 
tion date exceed five months. I'm never gonna 
forget this. Three months is the longest it can 
go. Along with that resolution, which we'll just 
splatter across the toilet bowl, it will make for 


quite the moving reunion if I open the door -- 


Samayoru: Yo, Mr. Birkin! What a coincidence. 


Birkin: If it isn’t Samayoru! For real, huh. 


What a coincidence. We must be bound by fate. 


Surely --: that has to be it, right? 


Samayoru: You look well. You are still alive and 


safe, I see. 


Birkin: So what is it this time? 


Samayoru: The basics have not changed. Please 
guide me to Paradise (Greenland). Even if I per- 


ish, my regret shall never clic. 


Birkin: You're crazy -: 


Samayoru: I don’t want to hear that from ‘the 
Batman’. You were in top form last night, as 


well. 


Birkin: In all seriousness, can I ask a question? 


Samayoru: That's still a breach of contract. 


Birkin: My question is about that contract, too. 
Just how far are you letting me go in killing? It’s 


already my loss. Please just let me off the hook. 


Samayoru: | don’t understand what you're say- 


ing. I’m just asking you to strike me out. 


Birkin: I'm asking because I can’t just ‘erase’ 


someone. Can't I just kill you? 


Samayoru: Doesn't that mean you need more 
practice? You may be the home-run hitting ma- 
chine, ‘the Batman’, but your daily practice 
swings are directly linked to your results. A true 
heavy-hitting slugger forges hidden discipline. 
Just how much of that have you been practic- 


ing, Mr. Birkin? 


Birkin: It’s useless. There’s no point in talking. 
So, come back anytime. Until I’m killed, come 
see me every god damn day! I'll send you flying 


every single time. 


Samayoru: Well then, I will be waiting in Para- 


dise (Greenland). 


Birkin: See you around, Samayoru. 


Samayoru: You have a lovely smile, Mr. Birkin. 


July 3, 1:30 PM 


Hotel Don’t Move 


Today is July 3rd. 


T have a lot of work to do in the four days 
ahead. Today is scouting day, but it seems kind 


of impossible to go out. I called Roswell and 


Phillip to give a detail explanation of the cur- 
rent situation I'm in, but they turned a deaf ear, 
which I think was just a cheap excuse for a last- 
minute cancellation. Of all the damn, lousy guys. 
ot only that, theyalso asked if I'd be willing to 
ake a cut in pay. Gave some delusional trip say- 
ing it was the power of Castiglione’s own repu- 
ation. Castiglione is a godfather who has been 
controlling the local area in Seattle for a long 
ime. He’s a big shot who can mobilize thou- 
sands with just the blink of an eye. As for Curtis 


Blackburn and his gang of upstart young thugs 


the Seattle Self-Defense Force?? lmao], on ac- 
count of their seriously dicey relationship, he’s 
letting the punk run free for now. That said, I 
don't think the Don will be silent forever, and 
Curtis is also ambitiously watching him like a 
hawk. Watching from the sidelines, I get the 
sense the Castiglione camp has been driven to 
the edge of the cliff. That pressure is what was 
putting those dung heaps, Roswell and Phillip, 
on edge. Those small fry are using me, a free 
agent, however they like, and forcing me to do 
random jobs here and there with the help of my 
trusty bat. Occasionally, they'll just delay my 
payment by setting up a meeting time in the af- 
ternoon. I've never taken Phillip’s mistakes out 
of my paycheck. Well, I guess that’s also a mat- 
ter of time. Fortunately, Curtis Blackburn will be 


along to pick everything up and handle it in 


four days’ time. For shits like Roswell and Phil- 
lip, I’m happy to send them to Paradise (Green- 
land) in advance. An oversized home run. I'll 
send the bill to the Godfather. Fleece those guys 


with all I've got. 


Frontman: Mr. Birkin, it would seem a guest has 


arrived. Shall we proceed to the room? 


Birkin: Who is it? 


Frontman: Of course, right away then. Please 


proceed after me. 


Birkin: Hey, hold it! Don’t you ever listen to 


people? 


The service at this hotel sure knows what it’s 
doing. If you don't leave a nice tip, you get the 
boot. Or maybe | should say, you get the bat. A 


generous customer is truly a VIP. 


: Are you the ‘Batman’ I've heard so much about 


in rumors? 


Birkin: Who are you?! 


: First, would you please enter the room? I want 


to take my time talking to you. 


Birkin: Go home already! 


: This is useless. This isn’t that kind of relation- 
ship. Don't you get that this is a compulsory re- 


quest? 


Birkin: Is that a threat -- 


: Come on then, already. 


A preferred customer has arrived. A man I sus- 
pect does not bring any good news. A double- 
breasted suit and striped necktie, hair neatly 
slicked back with pomade. That fiery gaze, 
seemingly staring into my soul, was like looking 
my inevitable death right in the eyes. It was a 
nasty look. He opened his briefcase and laid out 
the document file. By licking his fingers and get- 
ting the pages wet, his well-trained hands were 
able to flip, flip, flip, flip through the documents 
at lightning speed --- 


Birkin: So, who are you? 


Pedro: What's that? | suppose I haven't intro- 
duced myself yet. I'm Pedro Montana. Pleased 
to make your acquaintance. I’m Curtis Black- 
burn’s full-time attorney. The reason | am here 


today was at his request. 


Birkin: Is that right? Is he finally making a 


move? And what, you're some corrupt lawyer? 


Pedro: Corruption is completely inexcusable. 
Don’t you think so? An excellent lawyer makes 


a killing in offers from many important people. 


Birkin: So then what are you up to? 


Pedro: Easy, easy. It'll be over in a jiffy. Today 
we're verifying identity. All insurance-related, 
you know? Whether or not you're the real Shi- 
geki Birkin. How old are you? If you could just 
give me your signature. It’s fine, just relax for 


me. 


Birkin: Oh? What kind of signature? 


Pedro: Huh? Does it matter? You want to know? 


Even though you're going to die? 


Birkin: Yeah, I want to know. 


Well, or maybe it’s fine if I don’t know. And if 
I kill you before I die, then I'll never find out, ei- 


ther ... 


Pedro: It’s useless, I assure you. Since I am not 
able to kill anyone, beyond that door there is 
one hell of a bodyguard keeping watch. At your 


skill level, it would not be worth it to try. 


Birkin: Guess I should have known. You can 


never be too careful, huh? I’m overwhelmed. So, 


you're really able to see through everything I 


say? 


Pedro: Of course. It’s because I'm a competent 


lawyer. 


Birkin: Then, how about this? 


All in all, it took roughly 10 seconds. Nah, 
maybe I fudged the numbers a little? Alright, 18 
seconds was more than enough take these guys 
on, then. Being a bouncer is a job that doesn’t 
put you on the brink of life or death, and your 
emotions read easy, right on your face. Three 
guys - three lowballs. I'm aiming for a foul. A 
huge, slow-moving tree has zero chance of be- 
ing able to dodge. Then once they fall, a full 
swing on the head. This isn’t baseball, it’s golf. 
What a letdown. Golf is tacky and disgusting. 


Gives me a bad aftertaste. 


Birkin: Well, then, what shall I do? A competent 
lawyer can never be too careful, isn’t that right? 


So, who's up to bat next? 


Birkin: How about you? 


Pedro: Let's negotiate. Just you and me. Private 


negotiations. 


Birkin: Where would be good? Any parts you're 


particularly attached to? 


Pedro: HOLD IT hold it hold it hold it hold it 


hold it heeeelp me out here!!! 


The winds of change are blowing. A good catch 
has fallen into my lap. Maybe, just maybe, | 
might still be allowed to live. By Curtis Black- 
burn --- What should I do? What do I have to do 


to survive? 


That’s right, that devil of a trump card is still 
left. 


I have to find Dan Smith. 


#4 : kills 4th 


I will cic in four days. 


My thick skull is pounding. I drank as much as I 
could - top shelf California wine for no less than 
$500 a bottle. Must have cleaned out around 
40 of them, because I was about to pass out. 
Pedro is lying on his side, having a fit. Looks 
like a carp thrashing around in the dirt. And one 
more, foaming at the mouth on the bed. . Sleep- 
ing soundly with a sick smile on his face, as if 


dreaming of luxury. 


Christopher Mills seems to have no sense of dis- 
cretion. He’s weak to the smell of cash, and 
completely blind when it comes to big money 
games. Eight minutes after I called, he showed 
up at the hotel. A real cash money guy. Once I'd 
scared the shit out of Pedro and knocked him 
around a bit, rather than kil! him, I fed Mills a 
line about running the blockade to settle ac- 
counts between Curtis and Castiglione. The bait 
smelled a bit fishy, but well, sharks are known 


for their quick bite. Mills ate it right up. 


Last night, the three of us carefully planned the 
settlement talks with some wine to grease the 


wheels. Well, well, things are starting to heat up 


already. Mills was in a good mood, being given 
a first-class seat. A full-course dinner for two at 
the best theater in Seattle. The executives were 
to watch from the audience. It’s really just a 
freakshow with a nice face, and the executives 
are, in effect, the supporting act. This would be 
an exceptional card to rival any big year-end 
grudge match - the underworld'’s finest show- 
man or head honcho couldn't dream up a better 
idea. Show biz is like a fireworks blowout. A 
dreamy front-row fantasia that transports you 
from the ringside to the other side of the world 


with lavish flashes of color. 


So, here’s a question. 


Q: What happens if you kil! Seattle’s Top Two? 
Please provide the correct response. You have 
30 seconds to get it right. If you run out of time, 


you die. 


The answer is simple: hire Mills to book some- 
one who can kil! both of them --- I don’t remem- 
ber much after that. Absolutely jack shit. I feel 


like I'm going to blow chunks. 


The guy who got himself booked for the gig «:- 


Was me. 


Wine is a poison that will wipe your whole 


memory. Quit fucking around, Birkin, this is 


important, remember. Who was your best shot 
at killing Curtis and and Castiglione? 30 sec- 
onds is pretty short. I ain't dying in a shithole 
like this! 


Dan: The answer's simple. 


That would be me. 
Birkin: Should’ve known. 


The devil lounged on the couch and took an- 


other sip of his damned wine. 


July 4th, 10:18 AM 


Hotel Don’t Move 


Try to keep up with the story 


I’m about to tell you. 


Imagine the best fucking ride of your life. Tak- 


ing the brand-new Trans-Am and heading south, 


along the coast, to your destination. Farewell to 
the north, your wildest dreams always await 
you in the south. I’m fed up with living with the 
gloom in this damp town. The West Coast is 
calling. I’m going to make a name for myself in 
that town. That's right, with a bouquet of a 
dame in the passenger seat. She goes hysterical 


when I get a good job on the coast and the 


headliner material starts rolling in. You've got 
to stand out if you're going to be anyone's styl- 
ish, old boss. Not even a flashy femme fatale 
can resist, and you're throwing out your back 
on the daily. A no-holds-barred court battle with 
the broad in the lawyers’ arena. Exciting days 


like this might just outshine paradise. 


But then, what's this all about? The dame in the 
passenger seat is dressed up all chic, and what's 
more, lets slip a little peek at a stupid big re- 
volver. Is this some new Fendi shit? If that’s it, 
they really must be going with bold design con- 
cepts this season. Can you imagine something 


like that? 


Let me clear things up a little. Sure, I’m driving, 
but I’m also being taken for a ride. Glancing 
over, rather than the lovely legs of a lady, the 
Devil’s handgun glistens with bloodlust. In other 


words, this is a Death Drive. 


Birkin: Dan Smith. Let me ask you something. 


Dan: Just some thing? What about two things? 


Birkin: --- what? 


Dan: Then I'd have to kill you on the spot. 


A figure of speech to spell out a murder. Not a 


bad pun, if I do say so myself. 


Dan: Let me tell you something. 


Birkin: Oh, just one thing? Not two? 


I hate to recall what happened next. That son of 
a bitch shot my right hand. Blew my little finger 
clean off. For a left-handed batter, the pinky 
grip was an important precision machine that 
could control the direction of the ball down to 
the millimeter. Getting any money for my bat- 
ting average would be tough from here on out. 
If I hadn't been driving, I definitely would've 
used that moment to hit an oversized home run 
through Dan's skull. Losing a finger is a small 
price to pay to kill the devil himself. But the mo- 
ment wasn't ripe, and Lady Luck gives me the 


cold shoulder once again. 


Dan: Don't forget who we're here to kill. 


You wanna come after me now? Huh? 


Birkin: The hell are you on about? 
Our only aim is Curtis. 


That ain't changing. 


Dan: A bastard like you has the killer instinct of 
a booger. 
Did you really think you had the criminal power 


o take out your superior, the Killer 7? Huh?! 


Birkin: What do you --- 


Dan: Listen carefully. 

I'll tell you something. 

Words are a means to an end. 

Every word you say is a record. 

Every word you record on a tape recorder is a 
declaration of your intentions. 

A declaration moves people. 

If what I say moves the world, then every word 
must carry the resolve of a monolith. 

There's no errors allowed in the details of an ex- 
ecution. 

Even a shit-level assassin like you can at least 


make sure to spell-check your manifesto. 


Birkin: Yeah. You've carved that lesson into my 


little finger. 


Dan: It’s your mouth that gets the rest of you 
into deep trouble. Watch it, or I won't hesitate 


to kill you at any time. 


The way I see it, the devil's the one that gets 
you into deep trouble. No, no - Dan's very exist- 
ence was trouble. I'm met with disaster, and I'm 
giving him a lift. Is something even more terri- 


ble waiting for me when I get there? 


The sun beats down on the Trans Am. I feel like 
my brain is about to boil, which about sums up 
where I'm at right now. My heart is about to hit 


the boiling point of fear. I’m not even sure what 


that means anymore, but the point is, I’m at my 


limit. I should never have dealt with that devil. 


We've arrived at Castiglione’s mansion. 


July 4th, 12:00 PM 


Castiglione’s Mansion 


I don’t remember how many henchmen there 


were. 


But it was quite a few. There must have been 
more than 100 henchmen in this mansion. At 
that reload speed, they were all rounded up ina 
superbly handled bullet ballet for two. It's like a 
computer game shooter in a bowling center - 
seems easy to aim at an opponent standing still, 
but Castiglione’s goons are a fairly agile bunch. 
A crafty one might hide well, manage to get 
close, and then shoot you at point-blank range. 


But for some reason, the bullets don’t hit Dan. 


As my eyes gradually got used to it, I realized he 
was reading the trajectory of the bullet and 
avoiding it with a wavering paper movement. 
This guy's ability to kill is in a different league - 


I was mesmerized just watching him. Being able 


to pick up tricks like is directly linked to your 
criminal power. The reason I'm stuck being the 
cheap hit-making machine, Batman, is because 
I'm missing the grind of basic practice. By com- 
parison, that man is a total machine for hitting 
home runs, and runs on a different system en- 


tirely. I've been shut out. 


All of the small fry have been taken care of. 


Castiglione is the only one left. 


Birkin: Do me a favor. 


Promise you won't kill Castiglione. 


Dan: I can’t make promises. 
Do you know why? 
I can't stop the bullet if the face is rottn. 


t's on you and your prayers now. 


Birkin: Even so. 
The goal is to get a meeting with Curtis. 


Don't forget that. 


Dan: A meeting? I’m not interested. 


It’s all over. My plan's ending in failure. Negotia- 


ions are 100% breaking down. 


Castiglione: You're a tenacious little bastard. 


Dan: That's right. I’m here to kil! you, and 


there’s no stopping me now. 


Castiglione: Well, then, let’s have a leisurely 
chat. 


Sit with me. 


Dan: If you can afford to mouth off like that, 


you must not mind losing your life, scumbag. 


Castiglione: ‘Scumbag’ is a bit cold, isn’t it? 
Mario is just fine. 


Call me Mario. 


Dan: Well then, Mario-kun. 


Which will it be? Your choice. 


Castiglione: Go on. 


Dan: I kill Curtis and let Mario live. 
Or, I let Curtis live and kill you. 


How’s that? 


Castiglione: Before answering, can I ask a ques- 


tion? 


Dan: I don’t mind. 


Castiglione: What's your name, kid? 


Birkin: That’s Dan Smith. 


Pretty good, isn’t he? 


Castiglione: I wasn’t asking the sidekick. 
Shut up. 


An acquaintance of yours? 


Dan: He’s just the driver. 


No more, no less. 


Castiglione: So then, back to my question. 
Dan, what's your plan in all this? 
Neither side seems very profitable. 


What's your objective? 


Dan: Objective? 


Castiglione: That's right. Your goal. 


Dan: Don't ask me. 


Ask the driver. 


Castiglione: Hm? 


Birkin: The goal is for you to meet with Curtis. 
Collaboration and hand-holding between Seat- 
tle’s two biggest names. 


For that to happen, I need Dan. 


Castiglione: Why do you need him in particular? 


Birkin: Well, that's --- so that you can become 


the top name. Dan will kill Curtis at the meeting. 


Castiglione: And then? 


Birkin: And then what? 


Castiglione: You kill him and then what? 


Birkin: It’s so you can get to the top. 


Castiglione: Your facade is slipping. Well, I sup- 


pose I could see through it from the start. 


Birkin: Huh? 


Castiglione: Your plans are so flimsy. 
How stupid are you, trying to put me in the 


same room as him? 


Birkin: No, that’s not what I meant. 


Castiglione: What a shame that your stupidity 


wasted so many of my men. 


Birkin: Shit! 


Castiglione: You're not going to make it out of 


this one alive --- 


Dan: Oh, how do you figure that? 


Castiglione blew the whistle hanging around his 
neck. As the sound echoed through the man- 
sion, you could hear the sound of swarming 
footsteps, ten, twenty --- more and more just 
sprouting up. No, no, they’re countless. We're 


talking hundred of troops gathering now. 


Roswell and Phillip entered the room first with 
ready expressions. But the crowd swarming be- 
hind them looked familiar. I've seen them be- 
fore, especially recently. Yeah, that guy. They 


were all Samayoru. Maybe two to three hundred 


Samayoru. When you see that many identical 
faces, your instincts tell you something's wrong. 
What I'm seeing in my eyes, is it a dream or an 


illusion? 


Birkin: Dan, can I ask you a question? 


Dan: Oh, really, just one question? 


Birkin: Yeah. Don't let it bother you. 
Can you see a bunch of same faces in front of 


you? 


Dan: ‘Same faces’, huh. I see them clear as day. 


Because they're my targets. 


Birkin: Huh? 


Dan: These things aren't people. 


They're tactical weapons. Terrorists. 


Birkin: Samayoru is a terrorist weapon? 


Dan: Look, humans are all made up of the same 
basic stuff. 
Emotions and environment give birth to individ- 


ual differences. 


t’s basic subtraction. 


Just subtract the emotions and environment. 


Birkin: The same stuff? What are you talking 


about? 


Dan: You're slower than usual, asking all these 
stupid questions. Mario is desperate. His opera- 


tions are huge. 


The inside of the mansion is becoming a strange 
space. Roswell and Phillips faces start to more 


closely resemble Samayoru. 


Castiglione: You're going to cie here, so that 


you can become raw material for your country. 


Roswell: Come with us, Birkin. 


Hurry. 


Phillip: It’s only a matter of time. 
Have faith in the efficacy of that drug. 


t’s never wrong! 


Dan: I’m seeing your true colors now. 


What will you do? 


Birkin: What will I do? 


don't get what you're asking. 


Dan: You don’t understand yet? 


Birkin: Understand what? 


Dan: You're one of them. 


You have the same face. 


Birkin: Are you kidding me? That's bullshit! 


Dan: Why would I be bullshitting you? 
You'll understand if you look in the mirror. 


Go see. 


Birkin: --- Shit! 


I hurried to the back of the room to stand in 
front of the mirror. I was so sure of my appear- 


ance... 


What a fucking letdown. I looked in the mirror, 


and Samayoru looked back. 


A stiff smile pulled across his face. 


#5: kills 3rd 


I'm going 
to die in three days. 


I cried in front of that mirror until dawn. It felt 
like the tears just kept coming. I don’t know 
how much it was, but every time I saw your 
face, I started to cry. It’s like Samayoru’s creepy 
grin was reaching out to me all the way through 
the mirror. Laughing, but sobbing. Unable to 


laugh, but still laughing. I could just cry. 


Even if it has to be me, it seemed like this guy 
needed someone to talk to. The retired life must 


be boring. 

Samayoru: Mr. Birkin, you look well. 
Birkin: Agree to disagree. 

Samayoru: You've got a nice, smiling face. 


Birkin: Yeah, a spitting image. You've got one 


creepy face. 
Samayoru: Good at impersonation. 


Birkin: I'll send you flying. 


Samayoru: An oversized home run? I look for- 


ward to it. 


Birkin: It's strange. 


Samayoru: Of what do we speak? 


Birkin: When I run into you, it’s like I’m free 


from any fear of death. 


Samayoru: I’m honored to be of service. 


Birkin: But still, I'm filled with tears. I cry and I 


cry and they just won't dry. 


Samayoru: Why is it that you cry? 


Birkin: It can't be sadness. But it’s not happiness 
either, or pain. 


>Maybe it just means I'm ready. 


Samayoru: That feeling, | can understand well. 


Birkin: Don’t coddle me. 


Samayoru: We are of the same body. Your tears 
are my tears. The tremor of your heart, a part of 
me. The true intentions you have resigned your- 


self to, they too are a part of me. 


Birkin: How noble. Deciding to gradually 
acknowledge your existence, even I’m surprised. 


Why do you haunt me? 


Samayoru: Mr. Birkin, it’s not just you. Many 
neighbors are waiting for me. They are in the 


same situation. 


Birkin: And those guys, will they for sure meet 


you? Will they have the same experience | did? 


Samayoru: This form is visible to the neighbors. 
I don’t know why. However, my role is simple. | 


am merely a lancet that relieves their pain. 


Birkin: Just a prick, huh? You think you're really 


something, don’t you? 


Samayoru: A smiling face is caused by incredi- 
ble pain that produces tumors. To fight that 
pain, you need to laugh. So, I’m the prick that 


will make you laugh. 


Birkin: I don’t get it at all. 


Samayoru: You'll understand one of these days. 
Before long, you'll begin to fear being controlled 


by the pain of your humiliating body. 


Birkin: You're kidding me. 


Samayoru: I can’t tell you a joke with this face. 


Birkin; Aren't you laughing, though? 


Samayoru: Yes, I was born this way. 


Birkin: Bullshit. 


Samayoru: Mr. Birkin, you're a funny guy. 


Birkin: Mind if I run an idea by you? 


Samayoru: Go ahead, do as you like. 


Birkin: Me, I really hate this town. I've had 


enough. 


Samayoru: I see. 


Birkin: Everyone here is in a slump. Mold is 
starting to grown on their hearts. Really. If you 
were to open up my corpse, there would be 


moss lightly growing. 


Samayoru: I see. 


Birkin: This life is like a death sentence. There’s 
no cash flow. And I don’t mean the humidity - 
there’s just reasons you can't get rich, no matter 
where you are. And not just because of orga- 
nized crime. Once you've fallen off the train, 


you can't just climb back on. 


Samayoru: I see. 


Birkin: That's why I’m clinging to this town, 
clinging to various organizations, and desper- 


ately searching for some unlikely stroke of luck 


that I'll snatch up some self-worth in the form 


of a large sum of money somewhere. 


Samayoru: I'll see. 


Birkin: I get it already, though. Every crew has 
its limits. Still, I'm watching, waiting for a 


chance to sneak in if there’s an opening. 


Samayoru: I see. 


Birkin: It’s a bunch of dumb nonsense, but -*- 
someday, I’m also going to get a big job. From 
the East Coast, or the Windy City. Somewhere. I 
have faith, even now. I'm still waiting for that 
day. My Paradise is within sight, but in a world I 


can’t touch. 


Samayoru: I see. 


Birkin: And because I know that, I can’t get out 


of this town. I get it. 


Samayoru: I see. 


Birkin: You're a good listener -- 


Samayoru: There’s a trick to it. 


Birkin: To what? 


Samayoru: Don't let your eyes wander. 


Birkin: ?? 


Samayoru: The best way to keep your emotions 
stable is to keep your eyes steady. People find 
peace in fixing their eyes on an unmoving ob- 


ject. 


Birkin: Some pitch you've got there. 


Samayoru: It’s a rule of thumb. The tens of thou- 
sands of people I've seen with death written on 


their faces are proof of that. 


Birkin: A wealth of experience, huh? Big deal. 


Samayoru: If I am able to answer it for you, 


please ask me anything. 


Birkin: Well, there’s something that’s always 
been on my mind. Why Curtis Blackburn? Why 
am I being targeted by that guy? 


Samayoru: ... 


Birkin: Hm? He wouldn't have a connection to 


you, by chance? 


Samayoru: ... 


Birkin: Oi, spit it out. 


Samayoru: ... Hahaha. 


Birkin: Huh? 


Samayoru: I wonder what ... 


Birkin: Are you listening? 


Samayoru: Yes. 


Birkin: Tell me what Curtis's goal is. The reason 
he has to kill me. The reason he’s sunk so low 
as to grace a home-run hitter like me with his 


acquaintance. 


Samayoru: Curtis Blackburn --- Who might that 


be? 


Birkin: My life is being targeted by Curtis Black- 
burn. I can’t see any reason why. What's more, 
you show up in front of me all of a sudden. Even 
a ferocious devil has gotten himself involved. 


It’s all linked together. Am I wrong? 


Samayoru: Just a silly coincidence. You've got 
the right recipe for flirting with disaster, Mr. 
Birkin. 


Birkin: So give me a straight answer. Who am I, 


then? 


Samayoru: Zen dialogue is not my specialty. 


Birkin: Then, who exactly are you? 


Samayoru: Hahaha. What do you think? 


Birkin: It feels like I shouldn't say. My thoughts 


keep changing too quickly. 


Samayoru: You are, haha. Looking for punctua- 


tion in life. 


Birkin: Not again. You're in control, right? 


Samayoru: I can offer you an answer for what 


you seek. 


Birkin: Show me, then. The inner workings of 


this guy --- 


Samayoru: It’s my turn at bat. Are you able to 


return the pitch Curtis Blackburn throws? 


Birkin: Yeah, that’s Wright. Or left - which knee- 
cap will it be? I think I've more or less got it. So 


here? 


Samayoru: Ahahahah. Please stop. Pftpftpft. I'll 
laugh my head off. Don’t make me split my 


sidesHA HA HA HA HA 


Birkin: It’s because your left knee is a bloody 
mess. It’s called stimulation therapy. Try to 


hang in there for a bit. 


Samayoru: Bwahal! Stop, stop, I’m going to ex- 
plode with laughter. Anahahahaha. Will I go 
crazy from the pain? Pftpftpftpft. Really hurts. 
Really hurts. Really hurts. Puahhahahahahaha! 


Finally, it broke. I swung, over and over, at the 


swollen red kneecap. Hit the ball squarely - a 


zinger for sure. Then a series of satisfying blows 
just like it. Samayoru erupts with laughter. He's 


convulsing like he’s going to die of laughter. 


His smile was filled with madness, though. Little 
by little, his eyes stopped smiling. It’s a lot to 
take in. That terror was no laughing matter. A 
face with a good amount of impact. He sits 
deeply into the sofa, looks me straight in the 


face, and smiles piercingly. 


Samayoru: Well then, let’s get down to business. 


Birkin: What? 


Samayoru: I shall tell you my true identity. am 
the prototype for the “smiling faces”. A ‘thing’ 

that resembles a recomposed human being. All 
of the information has been extracted. Because 


of that, I am able to keep smiling. 


Birkin: I don't get your meaning. 


Samayoru: Before long, all of Mr. Birkin will be 


extracted. 


Birkin: I’d rather not. 


Samayoru: Don't the joints of your body ache? 


Birkin: Nope, not at all, I’m fine. Picture of 


health. 


Samayoru: Oh, come now. Look. 
Birkin: Urk! 


A sharp pain ran through my neck. I was over- 
whelmed by pain so bad I couldn't stand --- my 


consciousness -:: fl --- ew «+: out the window --- 


July Sth, 4:44 AM 
At Shigeki Birkin’s Apartment 


I don’t want to believe the 
scene playing out in front 


of me right now. 


Dan Smith is squaring up in front of where Cur- 
tis Blackburn is sitting in his special VIP spot, 
with Mario Castiglione’s fresh head as a souve- 
nir. Words can’t begin to describe the high ten- 
sion of the situation. The spark of so-called 
criminal power started to give me a headache. It 
was almost as if intense electromagnetic waves 


were being emitted from these two. 


Dan placed the miserable head onto a fruit plat- 
ter that was sitting on the table. A proper 
Castiglione Sunday has been served up. Curtis 
doesn't flinch or change expressions one bit, 


which irritates the hell out of Dan. And I --- me? 


Well, I ++ my bat-holding hand is drenched in 


sweat. 


Curtis: Kid, just tell me what you want. Don’t 


scare the girls. 


Dan: How about it? It’s an adequate gift, this 
head. Put me to work for the top brass. Not a 


bad deal, is it? 


Curtis: Don't get ahead of yourself, like you do 
with just about everything. You wouldn’t know 
what to do with that kind of generosity, so I'm 


doing you a favor by maintaining order. 


Dan: You intend to keep me in check? 


Curtis: Are you dissatisfied? 


Dan: If you really can, then do it by force. 


Curtis: Putting down a prideful brat like you is 


easy, but --: it'll destroy your self-respect. 


Dan: You're saying I’m as weak as to break from 


something like that?! 


Curtis: It would appear so. 


Dan: I'll make you disappear, then. 


It’s the most explosive situation of the century. 


#6 : killsTomorrow 


Tomorrow is the day I 
die. 


There's a lot of stories about how a person 
who's been sentenced to death will live out their 
remaining time. “If you died tomorrow, what is 
the last thing you'd do?” is another tough, but 
popular question. Once you get a hit for this 

kind of story, all kinds of annoying copycats 
start popping up. Crap like “I've die!” or “Oh, I've 


come back to life for a short time!” making a big 


stink all over the place. Bullshit stories that 


can’t know what it’s really like. 


Anyone on their way to die has pretty much al- 
ready lost. There’s not much you can do about 
it. Even if I desperately struggle to find that lost 
hope, it slips through my fingers. Can’t save a 


god damn thing, and that’s the truth. 


I've got 24 hours left, maybe. If at this time to- 
morrow (or maybe not even then), Curtis fol- 
lows his morning jogging routine as expected, 
he'll do an nice little warm up at 7:00 a.m. and 
then quickly scarf down a cereal-and-protein 


meal, maybe fit in a coffee break, together with 


a helping of fruit or tarte if he absolutely has to 
have something sweet. Around 8:00 a.m. is 
when he'll have gotten his mind and body into 


full swing. 


So I'll be dead before 9:00 AM. That's a safe bet. 
But wait. Depending on the situation, he might 
consider the stroke of midnight to be the start 
of the new day, and come meet me then. If 
that’s the case, I don’t even have 24 hours! 
You've gotta be shitting me. That’s a pretty im- 
portant detail! I guess I'd better call ahead and 
find out what time Curtis will be there. Wait, 
who am I even going to call? If I call Curtis, it's 
obvious that'll be a pretty short chat. Not much 
dumber than a murder victim asking the guy 
who's going to kill him. Okay, then someone in 
his entourage? Pedro would've been my first 
thought, but he’s probably still bitter about be- 
ing stripped naked and locked in the bathroom. 
I sent his new wife, Pamela, some juicy pictures 
as a wedding gift. | sure hope he enjoyed his fun 
little bath time, getting blackout drunk and 
making cute girls wait on him, because pay- 


back’s a bitch. Guess that guy’s my last hope. 


It can’t be helped. It seems like I'm going to 
have to ask Mills for another favor. But, before 
that. Before I die, I’ve gotta do that. If I'm going 


to die tomorrow, this will be my last request. 


July 6th, 0:18 PM 
At Shigeki Birkin’s Apartment 


I’ve never felt any desire to 
fall in love like a normal 


person. 


But sometimes, you just start to regretfully hold 
onto that ordinary love, without even noticing. I 
firmly understand how meaningless, unneces- 
sary bullshit that sounds. But it’s strange. When 
you know you're about to dic, meaningless 
things start to take on a new flavor, and you're 
able to walk on your own, wherever you want, 
as you please. Tiny as it is, that instinct humans 
have to try and survive seems to be working, 
and I'm a little bit impressed. It’s more from the 
act of being alive than from me personally. For 
me at least, that way of thinking still feels 


strange. 


Strange as it sounds, this is is my limit. I can’t 
say anymore beyond that. Definitely can’t admit 
I've been hanging around that library lately, or 
that I've been reading philosophy books for no 
reason. Schopenhauer and Nietzsche, all for 
nothing. Ah, I can’t even last the week, huh --- 
It’s no good, I've gradually become more of a 


pessimist. Whatever, I want to talk to the library 


lady! I want to try touching that blonde hair. If 
she would grant that wish, it’s fine if 1 die before 


my time. 


Is it just me, or is it hot in here? I feverishly pick 
out a book. Grab some Sartre, head for the re- 
ception. I’m so pent up I nearly stick out my 


right hand and right foot at the same time. 


Decker: Hello. 


Birkin: Hey. 


Decker: I see today is another difficult-looking 


book. 


Birkin: It’s because I'm an idiot. Reading a book 


is like studying for a test. 


Decker: If anyone is an idiot, it would be me. 
Even though this is my job, I read a book and 
don’t understand a thing. I only read Harlequin 


romances, 


Birkin: That’s amazing! Harlequins are our 


greatest philosophy. The Bible of our times. 


Decker: You really think so? 


Birkin: Really. 


Decker: Perhaps | should be pleased. I’m not 


complimented very often. 


Birkin: Your name? What is your name? 


Decker: Plato wrote extensively on that topic --: 


Birkin: Your name. 


Claudia: Claudia Decker. 


Birkin: Well, Claudia, shall we get out of here? 


Claudia: But I still have work --- 


Birkin: Is it important work? 


Claudia: Not at all. 


Birkin: So then, we're good to go? 


Claudia: Where to? 


Birkin: Outside. 


Claudia: The outside world? 


Birkin: That's right. The wide world awaits. 


Claudia: I’ve been set free --- 


Birkin: Come on, then. 


I grabbed Claudia’s hand firmly and ran. I 
couldn't believe it. This beautiful woman was 
sharing her time with me. It’s like time has 
stopped. For the first time, I felt like this mo- 


ment could last forever. My chest is pounding 


and my heart flutters just a little. I stop running 
once we come up on the park where you can 
see Seattle Tower. I’m out of breath and my 
words fail me. Claudia, whose cheeks were just 
a bit flushed, looks even more beautiful and 
sweet. I wonder, is the face she sees really still 
my face? The smiling face I saw in the mirror 
was the spitting image of Samayoru. Maybe in 
Claudia’s eyes, the face being reflected was the 


me that she first met. 


Claudia: I haven't run this much since my 


school’s sports meets. It’s painful --- 


Birkin: You okay? 


Claudia: I'm fine. But it felt good. When I run, I 


feel refreshed. 


Birkin: I can’t believe it. 


Claudia: Me either. This is the first time I’ve 


skipped out on work. 


Birkin: Not that - 1 mean, being here with you. 


Claudia: It made me happy to always think, 
someday, someone I didn’t know might come 
from somewhere and take me away to see the 


world --- 


Birkin: You too, huh? 


Claudia: And when I first saw Mr. Birkin --- 


Birkin: Call me Shigeki. 


Claudia: When I saw you, Shigeki, | felt it. This 


was that person. 


Birkin: Claudia, please listen to me. I don't have 
that much time, so I promise I'll only tell you 
this once. | am giving every word to you. Ever 
since I met you three months ago, I have loved 
you. That's right, I realized that I loved you. 
What's more, I've been thinking of you all this 


time. I tried to forget by throwing myself into 


my work, but it was no good. The thought of 
you dwells inside me. But today, my prayers 


were heard. I love you with all my heart! 


Claudia: That smiling face, it’s giving me a very 


bad feeling --- 


Out of nowhere, I grabbed the metal bat tightly 
and took a full swing. Claudia’s brain was a 
beautiful, innocent pink color, like scattered 
cherry blossoms, falling. Before I died, I'd ac- 


complished nothing. 


July 6th, 2:52 PM 


At Seattle Tower. 


I was invited by Mills to a first-class restau- 


rant. 


My Last Supper --: not without its potential. My 
goal would be to empty his pockets and drink 


he finest wine he could afford. 


Birkin: Has something changed? 


Mills: As I'm sure you understand, I don’t like 


dressing too formally. 


Birkin: I’m choosing the wine. 


Mills: Doesn't bother me. 


The number of bottles we'd both opened was al- 


ready at least ten. 


Mills: If you drink that much, they'll all taste the 


same. 


Birkin: There’s still some brand-name stuff left. 


Mills: At least leave me a glass, Birkin. I brought 


a present for you today. That’s why I called. 


Birkin: And this present comes with a catch, I'm 


sure. 


Mills: Of course. A catch, and a lot of caution. I 
had to go behind some backs to get this. Choose 


whichever you like. 


Birkin: It’s a pill case. What the hell is this? 


Mills: Open it and you'll see. 


Bi 


— 


rkin: --- Oh? This a fucking joke? 


Mills: It's what you really need. The red and 
blue capsules will blow your consciousness 


away in a haze of confusion. If you take them on 


he tower's observation deck, it'll be over in one 
shot. The yellow and purple capsules will make 
you spurt blood; you'll run out in less than a mi- 
nute. The white and black will accelerates the 
progression of a Smiling Face. Drink it, give it 
five seconds, and BOM! You're blown to smith- 
ereens. You can choose whichever of these mir- 


acle cures you like. 


Birkin: This is really better than being killed? 


Mills: Don’t underestimate Curtis. 


Birkin: I met him yesterday and he’s not to be 
underestimated. That guy’s the worst of the 


worst. 


Mills: Even if it’s the same pain of death, swal- 
lowing a pill is much less trouble. I’m saying 
this for your own good. Just take it without hes- 


itation. 


Birkin: So then what happens if I take all of 


hem? 


Mills: Don’t ask dumb shit. 


Birkin: Well then, watch this dumbass go to 


own. 


Birkin: Stop it! Birkin! 


Birkin: Hmph. [gulping noise] Three, four, five, 


six, seven? Ten seconds have passed. 


Mills: You jackass -* 


Birkin: Placebos don’t work on me. 


Mills: So the hit-making machine isn’t all talk. I'll 


drink to that kind of stubbornness. 


Birkin: If you're going for the Romanée, let me 


at it first. And then the call to Curtis. 


Mills: Bullseye, huh ... Curtis is waiting to hear 


from you. I’m just an ordinary messenger. 


Birkin: Bullshit. You're a piece of crap messen- 
ger. If you don’t get it absolutely right this time, 
then next time I’m knocking your head out of 


the park. 


